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and Valerius Maximus, have transmitted to us. To it we owe all those instructive and entertaining collections which the French have made under the title of Ana, affixed to some celebrated name. To it we owe the Table-Talk of Selden1, the Conversation between Ben Jonson and Drum-mond of Hawthornden, Spencc's Anecdotes of Popea, and other valuable remains in our own language. How delighted should we have been, if thus introduced into the com-                           ; ] pany of Shakspcare and of DrydcnD, of whom we know scarcely any thing but their admirable writings ! What pleasure would it have given us, to have known their petty habits, their characteristic manners, their modes of composition, and their genuine opinion of preceding writers and of their contemporaries! All these are now irrecoverably lost. Considering how many of the strongest and most brilliant effusions of exalted intellect must have perished, how much is it to be regretted that all men of distinguished wisdom and wit have not been attended by friends, of taste enough to relish, and abilities enough to register their conversation ;
'Vixeve fortes ante Agameranona Multi, scd omnes illacrymabiles Urgeutur, ignotique longa Nocte, carcnt quia vatc sacro'1.'
They whose inferiour exertions are recorded, as serving to explain or illustrate the sayings of such men, may be proud of being thus associated, and of their names being
• 11 1 See ante, p. 354.                                                     2 Sec ante, iv. lo.
3  ' Dryclen's contemporaries, however they reverenced his genius, left his life unwritten; and nothing therefore can be known beyond what casual mention and uncertain tradition have supplied.'   Johnson's Works, vii. 245.    See ante, iii. 81, 82.
4         ' Before great Agamemnon reign'd                                                                                 |1;
Reign'd kings as great as he, and brave,                                                                IJ&
Whose huge ambition's now contain'd
In the small compass of a grave; In endless night they sleep, unwept, unknown, No bard had they to make all time their own.'
FRANCIS.   Horace, Odes, iv, 9, 25. transmitted before he goes, and will detail this great affair.'   Pioasi Letters, \. 216.
